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Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe Party on THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—The periodical row between “parties in the 
Church ’’ seems to be in full swing once more, but I was down at 
Feltwell, in Norfolk, to-day, and witnessed a division in the Church 
of a rather unusual character—-the tower of St. Nicholas parted and 
fell, scattering the bells in all—or, rather, to be accurate (as there 
were but five) in five —directions ! 


A SPLIT IN THE CHURCH. 


With ways too high* and ways too lowt+ 
And Popery and Schism 

‘** Sweet bells are jangled,’’ don’t you know, 
By sacerdotalism— 

With calm we have regarded it— 
A thing that scarcely mattered— 

But now a Feltwell Church has split, 
And all the bells are scattered. 


Went and brought Baratier and Kitchener into Marseilles. The 
crowd “vive’d’’ them both considerably—didn’t seem to take 
Fashoda much to heart. Went after that to the Peace meeting at 
Exeter Hall. Dined with the Lord Mayor and a lot of masons 
—Freemasons, you know, and then off to Thornton Heath to 
hear Mr. Ritchie. 


Thursday.—Got the Sirdar to Dover (lunched with him) and 
London without losing any pieces of him to the populace, Opened 
an isolation hospital at Brighton. Heard of another innocent 
allowed to die by the ‘‘ Peculiar People.” 


VERY PECULIAR. 


‘‘ Faith,” says the dull-brained mule, and gets 
Rid of ‘‘ encumbrance ” breezily— 
‘* Manslaughter ”’ says the law, and let 
The culprit off quite easily. 
It would be better that the two, 
At once should put their cant aside ; 
Give the thing (as others do) 
ts proper name—* infanticide.” 


Friday.—Had a busy day. Welcomed the Jelunga home (with 
the wounded from the Soudan on board). Got Marchand down to 
Khartoum. Had a private look at the new Crown Theatre at 
Peckham, helped Lord Roberts to open new soldiers’ home at 
Caterham, looked in on the Society of Oil Painters’ Show, assisted the 
Lord Mayor to give away the Turners’ prizes, was on hand at the 
opening of the “‘ Lewis Carrol” cot at the Great Ormonde Street 
Children’s Hospital, heard. Kensit at Exeter Hall, and dined at the 





*Pace the ultra-Ritualists. + Likewise Kensit. 


for any contridutions 


mmless Gi mpa n1ed 





artistic or literary 


Monico with Lord Curzon, Lord Minto, and Rev. C. Welldon, and 


a lot of old Etonions. 
DINNER FORGET. 
With Rosebery and Lansdown to 
The merry Monico, 
Two Viceroys and a Bishop do 
(All bent on dining) go ; 
From Eton, one and all, they hail, 
And take the prandial joys 
To show how comradeships prevail 
Among these “eating ’’ boys ! 
Dined also with the Old Mill Hillians, 

Saturday.—Gave a hand at the Guildhall School of Music prize 
distribution; ordered (through the Court of Cassation) a supple- 
mentary inquiry into the Dreyfus case; took Her Most Gracious 
down to present colours to the new Queen’s Own Cameronian 
Highlanders; took the Sirdar down to Hatfield for the week-end ; 
and took Lord Rosebery down to Dalmally. ea @ new F 
home at Hackfield (better for horses’. home sh have thought !) ; 
had several hours at the Brewers’ Exhibition, and finished up with 
a cyclone in Camberwell. (Nothing to do with the Exhibition— 
straight.) 

Monday.—Got Marchand as far as Atbara, and started him for 
Cairo (shall get him right away in time!), then went down to 
Colchester and ate a lot of natives (this is not a cannibalistic tale 
a la de Rougemont—it means oysters, of course). Took the Sirdar 
down to Her Most Gracious, and then went to Battersea and 
‘‘ demonstrated ” with the costers. Later on to the opening of the 
Crown Theatre, Peckham. 


Tuesday.—Helped to launch a new Japanese battleship—hel 
the Princess Christian to open the “ Irish Industries” Exhibition 
at St. George’s Hall, Liverpool—helped the Princess of Wales and 
the Duke of York home—helped Lord Minto interview H.R.H. at 
Marlborough House—helped myself to pass an hour at Maclean’s 
Gallery—looked in at the ge Palace Poultry Show, and the 
Alexandra Palace Show of Birds—helped the London Indian 
Society to eat their dinner, and helped the Kaiser to go on 
shortening his tour. Remarkable tour of a remarkable young 
monarch—soon won’t be any tour left. ’ 


MINUS. 

The Kaiser’s tour! The Kaiser’s tour! 
Th spel t through 

e com ve 

The Oniental we pag tc 
The Kaiser's tour! The Kaiser’s tour! 

Is so curtailed each day 
That ere he has returned again 

He won’t have been away ! 

Tue Sporres. 
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Ly yy By a Mad-house Keeper, 


I wust confess I am inclined 
To say ‘‘out of sight, out of mind’”’; 
But lots of folks I often find 
Who when in sight are out of mind! 

















Naming Him. 
Boarder (disgustedly).—‘‘I can’t eat 
this food; ’tisn’t fit for a pig.”’ 
Boarding-House Keeper (coolly).—‘‘ I 
don’t cater for pigs.” 








Comfort. 


Old Gentleman. — “But can you 
support my daughter in comfort?” 

Young Man.—*‘' Well, I can give her a 
new hat every month, and no civilised 
woman on earth would want more 
comfort than that!” 
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Past Time. 


Mrs. Bidder.—“ What is your hus- 
band’s favourite pastime ? ”’ 

Mrs. Stayout.—* Coming home at 
three o’clock in the morning.” 
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The Way. 


THE way to grow rich I'll tell you, 
And, doubtless, me you’ll thank; 

| This is the thing you’ll have to do— 

Plant money in a bank ! 
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BIBLE LESSON. Way is the Lord Mayor’s procession 
e : y99 like some mountain paths ?—Because 
Schoolmaster.—“ Now, my boy, tell me what is meant by ‘ the devil and all his works. ! 
Boy.—“ His inside, sir.’’ ' it leads to a gorge. 
The Ninth of November, The Teaching of “ Follow your Leader.” 
> z [‘‘ Recent achievements in Egypt have indeed afforded another 
gi ee gene enon ao he voto a proof of the happy fact that British officers have the instinct of 
I see no reason, asthisisthe season, _ inducing native troops to follow them.”—Dvukr oF CAMBRIDGE, at 
Lord Mayor should be forgot ! Colchester Oyster Feast.] , ; 
Holler, boys, holler ! ‘‘ And he learns to make men like him, so they’il learn to like 
Greet with hearty cry their work.’-—Rupyarp KIPLING. 
The new Lord Mayor— ‘* He who only rules by terror 
He’s Moore than you orI! Doeth grievous wrong.’’—TENNYSON, 





Tommy ATKIN’s recent Commander-in-Chief, 
Tommy Atkins’s brilliant screeder— 
These two (as you’ll see by my epigraphs brief) 





Choice of a Wife or a Husband. Are distinctly imbued with the self-same belief, 
That the game known as “ Follow your Leader ”’ 
(‘Young men’s wives should be chosen for them by the young Can only be taught in one mode and one manner 
women who wish to marry them,” such appears to be Mrs. Sarah To soldiers who serve ’neath Victoria’s banner! 
Grand’s opinion.—The Daily Graphic. } The bluff Royal Duke, when his voice he did raise 


(After being on oysters a feeder) 


ae & Was, In Herbert Horatio Kitchener's praise, 
In days of old the suitor bold And in Frank Wallace Grenfell’s, desired us to gaze 
Would bravely seek the father. On the war-game of ‘‘ Follow your Leader,”’ 
“Sir,”’ he would say, for such his way, As taught by those twain to each dusky-browed man 
“I love your daughter, rather ! Who assisted their work in the troubled Soudan! 


I’m celibate, but contemplate 
With her to join in marriage ; 

If you consent, she is content 
To do without a carriage.”’ 


For a General’s just like a Factory Boss, 

Who is often most sorely a needer 
Of help so free-given that his ‘“‘ hands” won’t be cross 
At the skimping of meal-times, or loss of their doss! 


AS IT WILL BE But it’s vain to cry “‘ Follow your Leader!” 
‘ ; To men (though their “‘ overtime payment ”’ be great) 
But now it seems our ‘‘ Sarah” dreams Who their masters regard with abhorrence and hate! 


Of an arrangement other, 
The damsel now will plight her vow, 
And thus address his mother. 


And evy’ry true-hearted John Bull, who would fain 
Be of civilisation a speeder, 

Fo cena agg pel yp | Is proud of our “ men-leaders ” over the main, 

p sOVe your son, + am not on Who—scorning by terror to rule and to reign 
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Gaiety Notes. 


The Runaway Girl is still running at the Gaiety, and, as 
crowded houses triumphantly attest, all London is still running 
after. Miss Ellaline Terriss, as the ‘“‘ Runaway,” is as daintily 
charming as ever; Miss Katie Seymour, “‘lady’s maid and 
piccaninny,’’ is—well—“ she is, she really is’’; while Miss Connie 
Ediss, “‘ a dream ”’ from the Blackfriars Road, is, in the language of 
that sylvan solitude, ‘‘ a bit of all right.’’ It should be mentioned 
that in the course of the evening Miss Grace Palotto requests the 
audience ‘‘ to listen to the music of the band,’”’ and has to repeat 
her request three times owing to the boisterous way in which 
she is encored. Mr. Harry Monkhouse’s backsliding lay-brother is 
full of dry humour, and Mr. Louis Bradfield plays Guy Stanley with 
a dash that carries all before it. With regard to Mr. Edmund 
Payne’s Flipper, we can only advise those who have not yet seen it, 
to immediately ‘‘ follow the man from Cook’s,’’ wherever he may be 
pleased to take them. 


Ibsenites give up your wicked ways ! 
Dry-as-dusts leave your books! 

Come and take our tip (it’s a one horse-snip) 
And—* Follow the man from Cook’s.” 


The” Runaway Girl, we may point out, is modestly described as a 
‘new musical play,” which, if not the whole truth, is the truth and 
nothing but the truth. It is new; it is musical; and it is a play. 
Indeed, “‘the play’s the thing,” the very thing; with sufficient 
plot, smart dialogue, capital songs and excellent dances. The 
music of Messrs. Ivan Caryll and Lionel Monckton is as sparkling as 
champagne, and not a headache iu a magnum. Long run the 
Runaway Girl! for— 
She’s the burden that our hearts must always bear about; 
But that burden who is churl enough to swear about? 
For we all must recognise 
If we’ve honest ears and eyes 
That there’re many girls that we could better spare about ! 
She’s as sweet as flowers in May 
She’s—well—really—anyway 
Just the very kind of sort of girl we care about ! 


At the Empire Theatre there is novelty as well as dexterity. The 
Freire Troupe of Acrobats give an exposition of horsemanship as 
startling as anything yet exhibited by the great ‘‘ Tod” Sloan. By no 
means least among the newcomers to the Empire is M. Golman, 
with his cats and dogs. It is as unique an exhibition as one has ever 
witnessed, and the show concludes with a ‘‘Comedie Humaine,” 
which literally brings down the house. To give the plot would be 
to spoil the play. Go and see it. 


A 


Wheedling, Thy Name is Woman! 


WHEN Zachary Hinks was nearing 
His time for disappearing 
From the present life and steering 
Away in Charon’s yacht, 
He said to his true wife (steeping 
Her eyes in floods of weeping) : 
‘*You are bent on faithful keeping 
To my memory, are you not ? 
O, tell me, darling, ereI go, 
That, howsoever long you tarry 
Within this weary world of woe, 
Another man you'll never marry !”’ 


She sobbed, ‘‘ Well knowest thou, love, 
I fain would make that vow, love! 
But, pray, bethink you now, love, 
How men would you disparage ! 
They’d say twas proven clearly 
That you had turned out merely 
A MONSTER, if severely 
I spurned a second marriage! ” 
He clasped her hand. ‘“ Thanks, thanks, my bride! 
That thought ne’er crossed my feeble brain ! 
Yes—when you've laid your weeds aside, 
I’m sure you’d better wed again!” 




















France will do Justice! 


[Drumont—than whom Dreyfus has no more bitter opponent— 
points out that five ex-Ministers of War must either justify their 
belief in the guilt of Dreyfus, or permit a known traitor to be rein- 
stated in his rank.—Vide Globe.] 


Since bards first flourished, the bard has been 
Of philologist's soul a riler: 

But never a bard had the cheek, I ween, 
To invent such a rhyme as “Isler.” 

Yet fatal to bards is the beaten track : 
And I’m such a delighted smiler 

O’er Drumont’s words, that I’ll Dreyfus back 
To not long be a Devil’s Isler! 


The Army of France was, in "Ninety-four, 
Of proof a cock-sure up-piler 
Of the baseness of him whom the Court of War 
Doomed to rot asa Devil’s Isler! 
But ex-Ministers five in white and black 
_ Write their “‘ proofs” (?) of his guilt: else viler 
No act could be, than their taking back 
Such a treason-dyed Devil’s Isler! 


Splendidly bitter is proud old France 
’Gainst whoever shall prove defiler 
Of her Army’s honour: but baleful chance 
(In the case of the Devil’s Isler) 
Caused zeal, 1 fear, to defeat her ends ; 
Andthe nations will all beguile her 
With words of high praise, when “ divine amends ”’ 
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EDUCATION IN ENGLAND. 


Mistress.—‘‘I am surprised you have not cleaned master’s 


boots, Maria!’’ 


away W 


Maria.—“‘ Well, mam, excuse me, mam; I was so carried 
' t eadil ut Henry Wood’s orchestra!’’ 
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THE PLEASURE AND DISPLEASURE OF LORD MAYOR’S SHOW. 


Mamma.—* Oh, this is dreadful! Girls, do keep close!” 


Daughters.—** We are all right, ma; Mr. Brown is taking care of us.” 


A Gleam of Hope. Great France, who put Europa’s neck Could this be she who built again 


. Beneath Napoleon’s yoke, The fortress of her pride— 
FRANCE slept, and through her troubled Till half a world was laid a wreck Who hoped to wipe away the stain, 
sleep | Beneath the battle’s smoke ; With hope triumphant-eyed ? 
Dreams passed, a dreadful train ; Could this be she, who put her trust ea 
Vain anguish seemed a watch to keep In her great martial guide Could this be France? This frenzied jade, 
Beside her frenzied brain. Who humbled Prussia to the dust. Sans honesty and ruth — 
Fair Reason tottered on her throne, And broke the Austrian’s pride ? Who shrank and trembled sore afraid 
Stern Justice passed away, ‘ Before the face of Truth; 
And France, proud France, was left Could this demented queen be she Who clung to crime, defamed the right ; 
alone Before whose wrath aglow Who wronged her mighty dead ; 
To nightmare thoughts a prey. The Muscovite was forced to flee Who loved the dark and feared the light ; 
Still sleeping, she in wrath arose C te : sinew - ae sel : And hung a shameful head ? 
’ ; ould this be she who swept the world . 
And shook her tangled hair ; In all her martial charms, But see, she wakes! She sees the light, 
And foes seemed friends, and friends W hose flay was dauntlesslv unfurled The full strong light of day ! 
seemed foes, Against a world in arms ? She laughs with joy to find the night 
And life one load of care. . . Of madness passed away— 
Foes laughed to see her wild dismay, Could this be she who, bruised and torn Ah, her redemption has begun, 
Her mighty prowess maimed ; By Prussia’s welded might, She hears her victim call! 
While friends could only turn away Still laughed surrender’s name to scorn She cries, ‘*‘ Oh, justice shall be done, 
Sore-heartedand ashamed. And fought a hopeless fight? Although the heavens fall!” 
a a a ae oe oe —— this be she who, beaten, crushed, . 
When Freedom rose new 1 rn. . till proud and undismaved, —— S “- 
Mid m 


. . urning Wails subdued and hushed 
Should be thus low by passion hurled : 


For all the world to scorn ! Her majest) displayed ? Mrs. Weldon V, the 
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A GLEAM OF HOPE. 
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CuapTer IV, 


My word! There 
has been a rumpus 
this week. Just as if 
I or Raps cared a bit 
whether we went to 
her jolly old house or 
not. But you see it 
happened this way. Aunt Smithers invited us to spend a week 
with her, and, contrary to expectations, the maternal let us go, as 
she had the lady cyclist with her young man ‘‘ Tom” still on hand. 

“Tom” looked pleased when he heard we were going, and said he 
wished we were spending a week with him. As, however, we had 
some suspicion as to the honesty of his intentions, we elected to 
give the treat to Aunt Smithers. 

1 believe our Aunt Smithers had some patent notion on the ways 
and means of managing babies, but she has since declared to the 
maternal that the time allotted to mankind is inadequate to follow 
out her régime as far as we are concerned; our facetious male 
parent—whose mission it is to be witty—remarking, ‘‘ Ars longa, 
vita brevis.” 

It is as well, perhaps, that things have turned out as they have, 
for we both consider Aunt Smithers rather——fussy. 

I think we gave her a good time though. In the first place we 
invented a new game for her special benefit, and, though she didn’t 
seem very grateful, she played at it fairly well during our first night. 
It was for one of us to cry, and see how long she was in getting to 
us. Raps won each time, and I lost nearly all my toys, but he’s 
going to give me my “ revenge’ now we've reached home. 



















































“ See, Fido,” said Aunt, kindly, ‘‘ I’ve brought two dear little babies 
to play with you.” 

do didn’t seem particularly pleased, turned up the whites of his 

eyes, and smelt us. (We shall always have a certain amount of 

















SHE HAD CAUGHT SIGHT OF Rap “ TEACHING.” 


respect for Fido: he suspected us from the first.) We all got on 

retty well together while Aunt Smithers was in [the room, she 
sant shown us the particular caress most appreciated by Fido. 
But the fates ordained she should be called below on domestic 
business. 

Raps was the first to leave off stroking, 

“Taps,” he said, suddenly, “I don’t think much of Smithers, or 
her dog either.” 

“If you mean our respected aunt, sir,’’ I said, severely, ‘it 
would be as well if you ——” 

“Oh, bosh!” he answered. “Did you ever see such a careless 
woman? Look at the slovenly way she has of not clearing away 
the cups and saucers at tea time, but just leaves them on little 
shelves all round the room, when they should be sent down to the 
nec wg And, then, the proper place for plants is certainly in the 
garden.” 

‘Quite right, Raps,” I said, ‘‘ and I seem to remember they used 
to do the same thing at home till we taught them better.” 

‘‘Well, it’s our manifest duty to teach Smithers better, too,” 
said Raps. ‘* We must be cruel only to be kind, as the maternal 
says when she exercises her brutal prerogative.” 

With all due respects to Raps, I don’t think he improved the 
look of the room much. He had, somehow, found a hammer, and 
the place looked sort of—well, bare. 

We next turned our attention to Fido, and we dragged him from 
under the sofa. (He seems to be a very unsociable dog.) 

‘** Auntie says we are to play with you, Fido,” I said. 

“We can’t play with an ugly dog like that,’ said Raps. ‘‘ Let’s 
teach him something useful.” 

** What can we teach a dog to do ?”’ I answered, contemptuously. 

‘* IT can teach him the art of swallowing,” said Raps, proudly. 

I looked at him reproachfully, and he blushed. Raps is really @ 
very decent fellow, but he is conceited. 

We, however, acted on his suggestion, but found Fido a very dull 
pupil. Having tried every accessible tit-bit in the shape of broken 
china and bits of coal, we gave it up and looked at each other in 
despair. 

“* What ever’s the matter with him?” asked Raps. 

“T don't know,” I answered 1is mouth’s the wrong 
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“That's just it, Taps, old boy,” he said, fetching the hammer. 

‘‘ Place his head on the anvil; we’ll soon alter that.”’ 
. It was a pity Aunt Smithers came in so soon, Fido would other- 
wise have assumed a more graceful greyhound shape. 
_ ‘ Well, my darlings,” she commenced, “ what have you been play- 
ing——” And then uttered a loud scream, snatching Fido away. 
hs Poor, ; dear Fido,” she said, kissing him. ‘ What have they 
re 

She had caught sight of Rap’s teaching and leant up against 
the wall, exhibiting considerably more emotion than the destruc- 
tion of a few tea things seemed to warrant. 

“My beautiful china!” she said; ‘‘my Sevrés and Queen Anne 
teapot! The wretches!” 

She took us home that very morning. With all her faults, Aunt 
Smithers shows great hospitality. She had “‘ welcomed the coming 
and sped the parting guests.” 


(To be continued.) 




















The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE PILGRIMAGE OF PUFF TUPP, 


CHAPTER II..—THE PILGRIMAGE. 


When Puff Tupp does a thing at all 
He does it thoroughly, 

No items missed, however small, 
An artist true is he. 

He holds the mirror up to life 
Whene’er he treads the stage— 

With makeshift he is ne'er content, 

So when he pilgrimising went 
It was a pilgrimage. 

Loud smiled his friends, loud jeered the foe— 
But what cared he for them. 

Said he: “ It is my wish to go 
To old Jerusalem ! 

I wish in Jordan’s stream to bathe ; 
And where the great seas roll 

I want to buy a plot of ground 

Whereat my vessels, outward bound, 
Could pause awhile—and coal. 


**T wish to pace that sandy plain 
Where knights and paynims fought, 
And, in the grand historic vein, 
To wrap me deep in thought. 
And when that mood is past I'l see, 
With my unerring eyes, 
If I can do an honest deal, 
ith clocks, and toys, and plate, and steel 
And other merchandise.” 


*T wish to conjure up once more 
The ages of the past, 
When Tyrean fleets put forth from shore 
To brave the howling blast. 
I also wish my fame and trade 
May daily greater grow ; 
But, though adjured by friends of mine, 
I positively must decline, 
‘To go to Jericho!’” 


Ir will be remembered that, to the astonishment of his friends and 
enemies, Puff Tupp suddenly determined to go ona pilgrimage, and 
it was generally understood at the time that a high sense of duty 
had prompted him to take a sudden interest in the historical 
picturesque. It was likewise remarked that he was taking many 
samples with him. Well, anyway he went to Jerusalem, and 
dropped in on his friend, and hero-like brother-in-arms, and never- 
to-be-forgotten boon-companion, Cur Lazi. 

“Ah,” said Cur Lazi, when Puff Tupp suddenly appeared, 
“and how are you? This is really a treat, this is. Youare looking 
remarkably well—really—come in, come in,”’ and the noble birds 
billed and cooed at each other like the jovial, but dissipated, turtle 
doves they are. 

‘‘Now, this is what I call comfort, this is,” cried Puff Tupp, as he 
sat cross-legged on an oriental divan. ‘ This is—but my dear fellow, 
where did you get those guns?” 

“‘ Well, to tell you the truth,” murmured Cur Lazi, “and I don’t 
tell it to everyone I can assure you, those guns are of British 
manufacture.” é 

“Ah!” said Puff Tupp, jumping up briskly, ‘I thought so. Hi, 
Biilow, the sample case, quick. Your royal and imperial Employer 
is waiting, Biilow. Now,” continued Puff Tupp, when the case had 
been brought, “‘ permit me to show you the sort of thing we turn 
out. Now, I flatter myself that you won't better that in a hurry. 
And to you the price is two ten! CanI1 put you down—thanks! 
Biilow, his majesty will take two million at two ten.” 

“Now,” said Cur Lazi, “ with regard to this pilgrimage.” 

‘Oh, never mind the pilgrimage !’’ cried Puff Tupp; “ let me show 
you these bayonets! I can do these bayonets at—not pete deli 
well & samy le and silee p on it But you were saying this 
Pilgrimage. Well, I’m just now going r ind Jerusalem. You 





know, the usual thing. And—er—I shall give an eye to that coaling 
station we were talking about, and——” but here the worthy Eagle 
became so exceedingly confidential no one but Our Lazi could 
possibly hear what was said. 

Well, Puff Tupp stayed a day or two with Our Lazi, and had 
a high old time of it. Days of Turkish delight and positively 
Arabian Nights, and, when at last the pilgrim managed to tear him- 
self away, Cur Lazi stood upon the quay waving a handkerchief, 
and wondering how the Muhammed he was going to pay for the 
military trifles he had been induced to order till Puff Tupp was the 
merest speck upon the horizon. 

Puff Tupp’s tour through Palestine will be spoken of in the camps 
of the Bedouins centuries hence. It was positively awe-inspiring. 
First came the Archbishops, and the Archimandrites, and the 
Architects, then came the sample-bearers four abreast; following 
these came the Heralds carrying Puff Tupp’s own trumpet, which 
none but he can blow, and then, last but not least, came Puff Tupp 
himself, with a halo covered with jewels and advertisements, and a 
smile of the largest and most winning description. 

And whenever Puff Tupp met anyone he stopped the procession 
and spoke very graciously, and had the sample cases opened, and 
booked orders in the most affable way possible. , 

Still Puff Tupp thought it peculiar that whenever he asked a 
stranger to recommend hima nice walk or a sight worth seeing, the 
stranger invariably replied, ‘‘Go to Jericho!"’ However, taking 
one thing with another he enjoyed himself immensely. All day 
long he would talk to his attendants about the scenery, and the 
weather, and the historical interest of the neighbourhood, till his 
attendants used to close their eyes, and nod their approval, and 
sway from side to side, and fall off their mules with rapture. But 
when they came to Jerusalem, and saw that celebrated city decked 
with flags, and paper flowers, and fairy lights, and stands for sight- 
seers their enthusiasm knew no bounds, and Puff Tupp, rising to 
the occasion, made a public speech, in which he solemnly declared 
that henceforward the East was placed beneath his protecting wing, 
and so on, in the most flowery way imaginable. 

Now, they were all beginning to be very happy, and were planning 
boat races on the Dead Sea, and picnics, and all sorts of little things 
suitable for pilgrims, when news suddenly arrived that Franki and 
Bowski were asking Egyptian and other questions, and that Puff 
Tupp’s presence was highly desirable in the interests of Peace. 

‘‘ But,” said Puff Tupp, with tears in his eyes, ‘‘ I haven't been to 
Jericho!” 

However, when he understood exactly what the phrase, ‘‘ Go to 
Jericho!” conveyed to the vulgar mind, he moodily decided that that 
part of the pilgrimage might very well be given up, and the party 
turned their steps towards home. 

It is, however, rumoured that not only has Puff Tupp opened up a 
good deal of trade in Palestine, and negotiated a capital arrange- 
ment for a coaling station, but that he also ial ‘eanested to 
him very considerable rights in——. But that is another story. 
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Thomas Atkins, Esquire. 


[Certain correspondents in the Daily Mail have severely 
criticised Mr. Rudyard Kipling’s conception of the British soldier. 
They maintain that the real Tommy Atkins is quite other than the 
vulgar person described by Mr. Kipling.]} 


Mutvaney, Learoyd, Ortheris and Co.,— 
Well, I consider each of them a beast 
And, street-bred reader, I would have you know 
They do not represent me in the least : 
We're alittle bit superior to that lot, 
From the sergeant to the rawest of recruits, 
So please to learn the British Army’s not 
Made up of gamins, Hooligans, and brutes. 


I’m not a vulgar kind of Cockney freak, 
My manners are pom ery mild, 
I always draw the language that I speak 
Straight from the well of English undefiled ! 
In sinful company I never go, 
To sing a Sankey hymn I am not loth, 
My talk is pure—immaculately so, 
I never use the sanguinary oath. 


Don’t think that I my leisure hours beguile 

With papers of the “‘ bumptious snippet’’ kind, 
Because I’m cuts above it, and for style 

John Ruskin is exactly to my mind; 
A bulldog of a most pugnacious stamp 

Is the soldier that your Kipling crudely paintse— 
He’s yet to learn there’s culture in the camp, 


And barrack-rooms are full of plaster saints! 
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“1 do not wish you for a son-in-law.” 


“ No ? 


You haven't any other good position you could give a fellow, have you?” 
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“On Things!in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


FRANCE can’t understand us kontinuin’ 
our warlike preparashuns, wen, arter a 
good deal of ‘“‘cheek,” she ’as at larst 
come to ’er senses, or rather, is so much 
taken up with ’er own affairs that she ’as 
ceased playin’ with the Lion’s tail. She 
can thank ’er stars that she ’as escaped 
the Lion’s claws; ’er quittin’ Fashoda 
was jist the ‘‘ savin’ claws,” so to say. 

William’s tour looks like bein’ cut 
short; ‘‘ European complications”’ is 
the cause, so I reads. You can bet that 
Willie is ’itchin’ to make matters a little 
more “‘complicated”’! ’E ain’t likely to 
be left out in the cold so long as there is 
a tellegraft-office ’andy ! 

Mr. Maskelyne ’as got ‘‘in the wrong 
box ’’; ’e ’as had to pay out £500 to the 
two clerks who claimed the reward ’e 
offered to anyone who discovered ’is ‘* box 
trick.” It’s quite a nice Christmas box 
for them two young clerks, 

Saturday week’s gale in South London 
was somethink out of thecommon. 1 
know a moosical young man who was 
jist beginnin’ to serenade ’is gal with 
‘‘ Gaily the Troobadour,” but he was soon 
gale-y blown down the street, with ’is 
‘wild ’arp ’’—or rather, gittar—‘‘slung”’ 
over the roof of a ’ouse. 

Sir ’Enery ’Awkins is in his eighty- 
second year, an’ is the oldest judge on 
the English Bench, to which he was 
raised in 1876; an’ ’e’s ’ad a ’and in 
causin’ a good many othurs to be 
‘raised’? — but not to the bench. 
‘’Angin’ ’Awkins,” I ’ave ’eard ’im 
luvingly called. Sir ’Enery’s intellect 
seems as acute as ever was, an’ ’e is 
sertinly the ‘*‘Grand Old Man of the 
Law.” . 

You will think I am allus ‘ peckin’” 
at China, but things seem very uncom- 
fortabel at Pekin for the European 
residents ; you must remember that the 
Chinese ‘‘ Tommy Atkins ”’ ain’t like our 
“Tommy Atkins’’; the latter will some- 
times ‘‘ paint the town red,”’ but not 
with one’s blood, as the former will wen 
’e lets hisself go. 


His Breath. 


Mr. Booser.—‘‘ I believe this house is 
haunted.” 

Mrs. Booser (sarcastically). — ‘‘ I’m 
sure of it; I can smell spirits all over 
it!” 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 





BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


47. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, S.E.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
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